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Blackout 


Author's Notes: 

| didn't get to write anything for ficmas, but l'm still inspired by the prompts. | wrote this one for the shower 
sex wish (no idea who made it). Also has the very beginnings of a d/s dynamic. Written quite late and quite 
quickly, so sorry for poor quality and mistakes. | wish | had more inspiration lately, and | wish | could write a 
story that I'm truly proud of. Regardless, enjoy this oneshot of little Lexi and big bad Janne. 


Everything in his body ached. His arms and legs felt as if they'd been pumped through with lead, and he 
couldn't even bring himself to open his eyelids (which he was half convinced had been glued shut as a prank). 
At least he'd made it back to his bed last night. Although, judging by the arm around his waist, he hadn't made 


it back alone. 
Another show, another party, another slut. Another blackout, as far as Alexi was concerned. As he racked his 
brain for the fleeting details of the previous night, he came up with nothing but a bottle of Jameson and too 


much Justin Timberlake. It still seemed to be echoing in his ears. 


Alexi wasn't really in a hurry to get out of bed. Their next show wasn't until nighttime, and he was enjoying 


the rare comfort of a hotel bed rather than a tour bus. Hell, there was enough time to sleep more, eat 
something, smoke half a pack of cigarettes, and maybe even get another fuck with the chick he'd brought back 
last night. 


Just relax..go back to sleep.. 


But first, check the time, just to be sure. Alexi had never overslept for a show, but he wasn't about to start 
today. Especially considering the black spots in his memory, he may've passed out for longer than it felt like. He 
pried his eyes open and sought out the sinister glow of the hotel clock. 


Two in the afternoon. Yeah, later than he'd thought, but still enough time to get everything he had in mind 
done, starting with more sleep! Alexi yanked some of the covers up over his shoulders. Not that he was really 


cold. The body behind him was radiating more than enough heat. Just to get comfortable. 


Alexi rolled over, catching a glimpse of the brunette still unmoving. But as he rearranged himself, the arm 
around his waist tightened, pulling his lithe torso closer firmly. Too firmly. Alexi's eyes shot back open, his 
breath catching in his throat. That brown hair..that arm around his half naked body..a closer look confirmed 
the nightmare. He hadn't taken home a slut last night. He was laying in bed with his best friend and bandmate. 
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Fuck. Fuck. FUCK. Alexi's head was nothing but a chorus of panicked expletives. What was he going to do? How 
had he ended up here? Had he done anything..gay? Was Janne going to be freaked out? What was he supposed 
to do? 


One thing was for sure: no way was he falling back asleep. He tried to force his body to relax so as to avoid 
waking Janne from his apparent comatose state. He wasn't ready to face this situation just yet, so the longer 


he could keep Janne asleep, the more time he'd have to think of an excuse..or better yet, an escape plan 


The blonde raked through his memories more desperately now, eager for ANYTHING that could explain this 


turn of events. He couldn't even remember getting to the hotel. 


He knew it was almost tradition for him and Janne to "make out" when they got too wasted. But it was all an 
elaborate prank. A trick for the media and the fans. They just liked to freak people out. But now with Janne in 
bed with him, Alexi was forced to confront the possibility that one or the other of them had let it be a little 
something more than a joke. And he'd be lying if he said he were sure it hadn't been him. He couldn't deny the 
fact that brief romps through his imagination had occasionally found him making out with his bandmate. He 
banished these thoughts the second they popped up, though, and he was certain he didn't have those sorts of 
feelings toward the brunette. Right? Even right now, with a strong arm wrapped around him, Alexi didn't feel 
gratification or satisfaction. He felt scared. Scared to face the fact that he may have seduced his bandmate 
while drunk. Scared at how pissed those brown eyes were going to be when they opened and found the 
guitarist and lead singer of Children of Bodom staring back at them. 


Brown eyes. All of a sudden a piece of memory flashed in front of Alexi's eyes. A tall body weighing him down 
on the bed.lips pressing hard into his neck and jaw, hands surfing over the skin of his chest and stomach. He 
snapped back to reality just as quickly as the memory had swept him out of it, but a tingle in his lower 
stomach only increased his apprehension. He knew that feeling wasn't right, but here it was. 


Just forget it, Alexi ordered himself. It was no use dwelling when he should be thinking of a way to get out of 
here. He wondered if he could somehow get up and get some clothes on before Janne woke up, somehow 
convincing the brunette that he'd stumbled into the wrong room without any clothes on and passed out into 


Alexis bed. Yeah, Laiho, that'll be convincing. 


A soft huff of air from Janne's vicinity sent a stab of adrenaline through the blonde's body. Not yet, he 
pleaded with an invisible god he didn't believe in. But deep down he knew that should his wish be granted, it was 


merely prolonging the inevitable. He couldn't lay here one more second. 


Alexi extracted himself from Janne's embrace as quietly as he could, and to his surprise the brunette still 
didn't stir. Must've been some party. Standing next to the bed in only a pair of boxer briefs, Alexi's first 
course of action was acquiring more clothing. He yanked the nearest garment-a shirt crumpled on the floor- 
over his head, only to realize a second too late that it was Janne's shirt. And of course that's when Janne 


decided to wake up. 


"Mmmmmm" Janne moaned as he stretched his limbs languidly, so far oblivious to where he was. He blinked his 
eyes a few times, adjusting to the afternoon light. It took at least 20 seconds (Alexi was counting) for Janne to 


look around and realize that he was not alone. And he was not in his own room. 

"Alexi?" His voice scraped harshly on Alexi's ears, and Alexi stood silently, like a deer in headlights. "That's my 
shirt." Alexi ALMOST laughed. Almost. Leave it to Janne to point out the stupidest detail in a situation that was 
fucked on an extremely large scale. Unfortunately, the "large-scale fucked issue" was the next thing to cross 
Janne's mind, judging by the way his eyes seemed to cloud and darken. 

"What the fuck, where are we?" The quality of the brunette's voice was even harsher than before. 

"l, uh..." Alexi fidgeted, unable to start a sentence. 

"This is your room." Janne stated plainly, eyes boring into Alexi. 

"Yeah." Alexi whispered shamefully. He wondered if Janne remembered things he didn't. 

Janne groaned suddenly, flipping to bury his head in his pillow. Alexi used the opportunity to slip in a quiet 
apology and inch closer to the bathroom. 


"Where are you going?" Janne asked, muffled, before turning his head to stare at Alexi again. "Not going to 


come make out with me some more?" 


The words hit Alexi like a knife to the gut. The sharpened edge to them betrayed just how disgusted Janne 
was. And if he was being completely honest, Alexi wasn't sure what hurt more: what he and Janne had done, or 


that Janne was so disgusted by it. 
"Go get in the shower." Janne muttered, eyes dropping from Alexi. Alexi was all to eager to comply. 


He shut himself in the bathroom, shoulders heaving. He could feel the panicky feeling picking at the edges of his 
brain, threatening to send him spiraling into a mess of guilt and self-hatred It had been his fault, he knew. He 
knew in his stomach. He could practically see it, the vision of himself, wasted as fuck, pulling Janne in again and 
again. Pulling Janne stumbling into his room. He could see it so vividly that he wondered if perhaps he was 


mistaking imagination for memory. He turned the shower on and set the temperature to scalding. 


He discarded Janne's shirt and let the water cascade over his hair and shoulders, hanging his head. The 
hangover was still pounding through every vein in his body, a freight train of nausea and discomfort. He placed 
his hands on the wall of the shower, leaning his weight into it in a vain attempt to clear his head. Maybe things 
had stayed at making out? If so, it wasn't really that new for them. The sleeping in the same bed was new, 


sure. But they had been drunk. 


Somewhere in the cacophony of justifications, Alexi missed the sound of someone entering the bathroom. But 
he didn't miss the feeling of hands grabbing him around the waist and a masculine chest pressing him into the 
wall of the shower. His cheek was pressed against the steamy tiles, and he was crowded to the point he 
couldn't turn around. Two hands caged him at either side of his head, and Alexi was acutely aware of the skin- 


to-skin contact keeping him pasted to the wall. 


"| think we missed something last night..do you remember what?" Janne's voice seemed deeper than Alexi 


remembered, and it was followed by a stubbled chin nuzzling into the back of his neck. 
"W-what the hell are you doing!" Alexi tried to move away, but he had nowhere to go. Janne wasn't budging. 


"That's not what | asked, Alexi." Janne brought a hand to the small of Alexi's back, shoving him impossibly 
forward. "I only told you to shower because | thought it would make it a little easier. For your first time." 


"My first time?" Alexi was getting more pissed than scared at this point. What act did Janne think he was 
pulling? First time what? It dawned on him moments later. "Janne, get the fuck off of me. I'm sorry for last 


night! | don't remember anything but l'm sorry!" 


"You don't have to be sorry. You were good last night." The hand at the small of Alexi's back rubbed small, 
soothing circles. "But it was your idea" 


A sinking feeling. So it had been Alexi's fault. But that still didn't explain why Janne was naked behind him in the 


shower... 


"| said l'm sorry." Alexi squeaked, coughing to cover up the crack in his voice. 


"And | said you don't have to be. Because now | know how you really feel, and | can help you." 


"Help me? l-I don't need help!" Alexi attempted again to dislodge Janne from his back to no avail. Janne's mouth 
found the base of his neck again, biting down and drawing an embarrassing noise from Alexis throat. The tingle 
from before was back in Alexis stomach, stronger now. Like a burning fire that intensified with every added 


contact point between himself and the brunette. 


"| think pretty soon you'll need some help. Just remember, you started it." Janne purred, sliding a hand around 
to Alexi's front and tracing the lines of his ribs. 


"Why are you doing this? Is this a sick joke, Janel? Get OFF!" Alexi managed to catch one of Janne's hands with 
his own and wrench it off of his body. Janne used the momentum to spin him around and slam him back 


against the wall with enough force to knock the air out of his lungs. And the fire burned even stronger. 


"You started it. And now I'm finishing it. | can tell what you really want, and I'm more than happy to give it to 
you." A hand reached up to cup Alexi's cheek almost lovingly, "You're mine now. I'm not letting you think about 
it.” 

Alexi swallowed, not sure what to say. The look on Janne's face was pure primal lust. His fingers were sending 
lightning bolts down Alexi's spine. Maybe Janne was right. Maybe he did know exactly what Alexi wanted, 


because Alexi sure as hell didn't. 


"You told me you loved me last night." Janne smirked, gauging Alexi's reaction Alexi tried not to give him the 


satisfaction. "You were begging me to fuck you, you know that, right?" 

"| was drunk." Alexi deadpanned, horrified by the revelation 

"Yeah, so was |. That's why | waited until now." Janne's hands were back at his shoulders, forcing him to face 
the wall again, pressing tightly up against him. It was more painful this time, and it took a second for Alexi to 
realize that it was because his arousal was being pinned between his stomach and the tile. 

"| love you too." Janne whispered in Alexi's ear. And then just waiting. 

"What do you want me to say?" Alexi whimpered. 

"You don't have to talk until you want to. It's not required for this particular activity." Janne's hips pressed 
against Alexi's own, and there was no mistaking that Janne was hard. "This might feel weird, since you've never 
done it before." 

That was all the warning Alexi got before Janne pressed a finger inside of him. Alexi screeched like a girl. 
"Janne!" His heart was pounding a mile a minute in his chest, and everything felt weird at this point. It didn't 


hurt, but alarm bells were going off incessantly in his head. He was scared and he had no idea what was going 


on. His head still hurt with hangover. But somehow his dick was only getting harder. At the hands of his 


bandmate, no less. 


"Good boy." Janne seemed pleased and bent down to nibble at Alexi's earlobe. Alexi was pretty sure he was 
holding his breath. "Just relax. Alexi." 

The way Janne said his name was..so much different than any other time he'd said it. This time it was the way 
Alexi would talk to one of the groupies he banged after a show. 


"Janne..| don't think this is a g-good idea." Alexi's legs were shaking, and his voice hitched as an ecstatic but 


completely alien feeling emanated from Janne's ministrations. 


"It's a good idea. Trust me. | know what's best, remember?" And Alexi wanted to believe him. His resolve was 
melting fast, and all of his brain cells seemed to be switching teams on him. He wanted Janne to keep talking to 
him in that soothing, dark voice. He wanted Janne to trap him harder against the wall. He wanted to trust him. 
But this side of Janne was nothing like his best friend. Nothing like anyone he'd ever known, 


Janne continued, adding more fingers to the point that it was vaguely uncomfortable. Still, his mouth had found 
Alexi's and was doing an impressive job at distracting the blonde from the feeling. Alexi was quickly realizing 
that there were good feelings along with the weird ones, but he was still scared shitless of what he knew 


Janne was working up to. 


"Say it. Say it like you did last night." Janne ordered, withdrawing himself totally from contact with the blonde. 
The water was still warm, but Alexi felt like he was shivering with the loss of proximity. 


"P-please?" Alexi attempted. 
"Please what?" Janne reached a hand out to pet his hair like a kitten. 


"Make me feel good?" Alexi couldn't bring himself to say anything more than that, but Janne didn’t push it 
further. 


"It's going to hurt." was all the brunette said. "stand under the water." 
He didn't wait for Alexi to move, instead positioning the blonde under the spray to his liking. Two arms wrapped 


around Alexi's midsection, almost lovingly. 


"You're gonna be mine from now on” Janne's erection was pressing against Alexi, and the blonde tried to fight 
the urge to move away. As Janne moved forward, Alexi winced, a burning sensation washing over him. It hurt 
like a motherfucker. He was pretty sure Janne was splitting him into two, at least that's what it felt like. His 


breathing became shallow and he tried not to cry. 


"Perfect." Janne murmured into Alexi's soaked hair. A hand traced Alexi's hips and found his own member, 


teasing and eventually stroking in time with the thrust of hips. 


Everything about the experience was messed up. And yet at the same time it was so absolutely right. The pain 


mixed with pleasure, and Alexi still wanted to be closer to the brunette. It was as if Janne had broken a well of 
emotion that Alexi hadn't even known existed. But who better to be with, when it came down to it? Janne had 


been his best friend, his band mate..and now lover was looking like the logical next step. 


"Are you okay?" Janne asked, his voice strained with pleasure. The only hint of insecurity since Janne had 


entered the bathroom leaked through. 


"Yeah." Alexi wasn't exactly at his most verbally capable. The water was getting cooler, but Janne either didn't 


notice or didn't care, as he picked up the pace. 


They finished within seconds of one another, both wordlessly. Every muscle in Alexi's body went taught, and his 
nerve endings extra-sensitive. Janne's grip had to be bruising his hips, but Alexi didn't care. Something had 
changed, and sure, maybe he had started it, but he felt like he'd met a side of Janne he'd never seen before. 
And he wanted to meet again 


"You were even better than | thought you'd be, pikkuinen" Janne panted after coming back down to earth. The 
words sent butterflies into Alexi's stomach like a schoolgirl. An arm came to the back of Alexi's knees, lifting 
him up and carrying him out of the shower bridal style. They were both dripping wet, but Janne got Alexi's 
towel first, not allowing the blonde to so much as lift a finger as he buffed him dry. 


"Is this how you treat all the groupies?" Alexi allowed himself to chuckle. He must've been high off endorphins 


or something. Sex haze. 

"Nope." Janne wrapped a towel around his waist. "This is how | treat you." 

"Oh." Alexi said dumbly, mind wandering for the millionth time over what had just happened and what it meant. 
"Come back to bed" Janne said as he fell back into the mess of sheets and blankets and pillows, followed closely 
by Alexi. 


After five minutes of silence spent with Janne idly tracing patterns on his arms and stomach, the brunette 


finally spoke up. 
"Why don't you go back to sleep?" 


"| can't." Alexi answered truthfully. His brain was spinning and his body still wasn't relaxed from the ordeal in 
the shower. To be completely honest, he could feel soreness seeping into his muscles, serving as a reminder 
that he'd been fucked by his best friend. He'd LET himself be fucked by his best friend. 

"| can see you thinking, and l'm pretty sure if you don't slow down I'm going to smell some burning soon" Janne 


chuckled. "What are you thinking about?" 


"You... 


"Fl still be here when you wake up.” Janne pecked the side of Alexis mouth, "And I'll make sure there's plenty 
of time for round two." 


